THE NORTHWARD  DASH

stretch south-westwards beyond Gusman to embrace the
western Dakaka and reach to the high dunes of Ga'amiyat

The pastures grew scant as we progressed on a north-
north-easterly course, crossing the suwahib diagonally at
long intervals, A twin giant hill, called Khalilain, was the
only noteworthy feature of the march on the thirteenth,
till we came in the late afternoon to the water-hole of
Bainha1, the aneroid showing a fall, to the senses imper-
ceptible, of two hundred feet in the march of nineteen
miles.

Water was at two fathoms. Its great brackishness and its
beer colour were properties which, I was sad to find, were
not disguised by desiccated soup. Indeed, from this stage
onward the water was such that I gave up drinking it
except when desperately thirsty in the saddle, or occasion-
ally as cocoa when halted, for it acted as a violent purge.
In the marches that stretched down and away to the
eastward - the habitat from time to time of my Rashidi
companions - the water was said to be too brackish for
them to drink, while in places even their camels will turn
away.

Camel's milk formed my chief diet, but the supply was
limited, for the two milch-animals I had obtained with
much difficulty were approaching the end of their lactation,
and there were days when their milk had to be watered
down to make enough. To these camels, however, I owed
the fitness I enjoyed throughout, though I lost a stone and
a half weight on the diet.

Bainha, where we watered, had been discovered and
dug by my rabia^ Hamad bin HadL I had already appre-

1 Bainha, so named because it lay midway between the water-hole of
Bir Hadi and the Buwah.
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